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England 1250 
Laughter, and more laughter emerged around a grinning face 
and encircled it like a halo of mirth. The lord laughed while clutching 
a leg of mutton and winked at his humorous protege, who seemed to 
prefer the laughter that he had brought about to the luscious banquet 
that would seduce any eye. 

"Hugh! How my belly aches!" exclaimed the laughing lord as he 
suddenly turned towards his much younger wife and with short notice 
gave her a greasy kiss. 

The young woman though taken by surprise only responded with a 
blush , for it was the privilege of a lord to shower his affection or 

deprive it at will. Yet there before him stood Hugh the jester who had ^-f^^^/$^^ 
made an art out of looking silly, and through that unusual ability had <A f ^W \w'i^o^^>Jv 




managed to become one of the lord's closest friends. 
Song and humor emerged from his lips hand in hand and in their 
unity adorned the face of anyone who should hear with a smile. 
It was a lively banquet. Feet moved in tune to the Branle that was 
being played by three lute players who proudly moved their agile 
fingers across the strings boasting to all the beauty of their audible 
craft. 





cffisfffy Servants in brightly colored tunics and hoses brought food on broad 
La silver platters that bathed the air with a mixture of pleasant odors 
and quickly inspired yearning among the guests. A plump hand 
adorned with a ruby ring dug into a roast goose and withdrew a 
generous portion of flesh. The hand's owner lifted it slightly as he 
made a silent gesture of gratitude to his host. That host was lord 
Beaumont, a man of somber mood most of the time as the care of 
x^t >^< ruling his fiefdom weighed down upon him frequently, as well as the 
<2&A° demands of his king. Yet all agreed that two things could lighten up 
lord Beaumont's weary spirit: his beautiful wife Mildred, and his 
jester Hugh Longsong. 

"Hugh, enough of your jests!" the laughing lord said in a mild 
reproach, "Sing me the ballad of the damsel and the unicorn." 
The damsel and the unicorn." Hugh repeated twice in a nonsensical 
Mw^Cj^- jf% f as hion. Suddenly he rolled his eyes and said, "But where is this 



peasant boy that served in the castle brought a big grey dog with a 



Hugh pretended to be frightened , "What an ugly unicorn!" he 
exclaimed, "and somewhat darker than expected. That must be 
why the damsel never came." 
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III Each peal of laughter was like a love song to Hugh's ears. He loved 
|ra laughter. It gave him a home in a grand castle, clothing, food to eat, 
gljg and the admiration of a noble lord. It had also separated him from his 
family. If ever any distant memories of his family and how he had run 
away from home when but a lad of thirteen peered into his thoughts, 
they were quickly stifled by the overwhelming admiration that he 
received for his art, an art that his family had hated. 



^3 never knew what it was to be serious. The son of a humble carpenter 

in a small English village, he had showed no interest or joy in learning 
<^fc? his father's craft. Unlike his younger brother Alfred who was like 
their father in his serious and down to earth nature, Hugh just 
|i< seemed to view the serious side of life as the ugliest part of one's 
existence. 

numerous scoldings and beatings Hugh's father would 
^ '^iijS^^^^H^ ^b^J^; Jv^ frequently remark to his grief stricken wife "He came out like your 
^brother! A good for nothing vagabond that has the same fate as a 

falling leaf. The years will carry him away in idleness and he'll end up 
nowhere!" 
'I beg you husband, try to see if he will still learn your trade." would 
respond nearly always Hugh's mother who like her husband had 
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grieved at seeing how their eldest son seemed destined to have no real 
destiny. Hugh's maternal uncle Robert had forsaken the family craft 
of weaving in order to roam from village to village singing in taverns. 
Though he never married a dozen country maids claimed that he was 
the father of their children. Elusive as the air and in love with 
laughter he seemed to love gaiety as much as he hated stability. So it 
had been with great woe that Hugh's parents had contemplated the 
unpleasant prospect of possibly having another Robert in their midst. 

"Hugh milk the cow!" they would command. 
Hugh shrugging his shoulders would reply, " But if I milk her she will 
then have no milk, and of what use is a cow with no milk?" 
A broom would fly in the air as Hugh nimbly jumped out of it's path. 
"Enough of your idle jests!" would shriek his mother with teary eyes, 
while Alfred would say laughing "It's not his fault mother. The cow 
must have kicked his head the last time he milked her!" 

Hugh loved laughter, but the only laugh in the world that he hated 

was Alfred's. 

So he had run away making Alfred the heir to all the meager 
belongings that their father possessed. With only some bread and 
cheese in a cloth he set out to face an unknown world with laughter as 
his only weapon. A traveling jongleur had taken him under his wing 
and refined the boy's already jovial personality into an art worthy of 
a lord's admiration. 
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&4oMv ^jbit^ Briefly thinking back on his beginning he wondered what his parents 
°* would say if they knew that he had not turned out like his uncle 
Robert at all. 

The lord,thankful for the happy hours that Hugh had bestowed on his 
most gloomy days, had crossed social prejudices to include him within 
his inner circle of close friends. Hugh had a fine horse, a lute that he 
had learned to play, four sets of clothing, and food fit for a king. He 
had also learned French from visiting troubadours that brought the 



m continue in his footsteps, but what if his son turned out to be like 



Alfred? He would not be able to bear it. So fearing an imagined 




possibility he preferred to greet each day with a lonely laugh than to 
possibly have to relive his painful past through a son. Yet it was no 
secret that several noble damsels fancied him and silently lamented 
his low birth as the major obstacle to a possible union. 



v£j Though he relished the thought of kissing a high born lady, he had 
^° V a enough sense to know that to deem such a thought possible was to 
breed hope in a fool's paradise. 
,0? Hugh's thoughts suddenly awoke to the present and viewed once again 
with pride the smiling faces that adorned the moment. Those smiles 
were his work, and glee was his masterpiece. 





P The booming voice of lord Beaumont said, " Hugh, if joy be wisdom 

k 

you are the wisest of all men." 

Hugh bowed in gratitude before his appreciative lord. 
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^M^^AThe banquet was over and the castle was as silent as a graveyard. The 



»0K 



no stars visible on that night. Only Hugh's eyes were watching. 
"Such a poverty of light plagues the night." thought Hugh as he sat on 
a stone bench near the window of his castle chamber tuning his lute. It 
was a simple chamber that housed all the tools of his lighthearted 
trade. There was the small but ornate chest that held his four sets of 
clothing and his juggling balls. 
^^^o^7"M Upon his simple bed lay his jester's hat that with it's tiny bells alerted 
^Wta? everyone everywhere he went that they were in the presence of a jester. 
£*f a a simple chamber certainly, but far grander than what he had back 
■g.$ home. 

The hours of the night wore on Hughes eyes as he reluctantly put down 
his lute and settled down into a deep sleep. Hours later he tossed 
while still asleep, and upon his face could be seen, perhaps for the 
first time since he was born, a frown. 
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^kj^Mw <^X? Hugh awoke and yet still felt strangely asleep. He did not feel like 
*his usual happy self. That dream that he had had, could it be true? 



«K 



"Best put it out of my mind." he told himself. 
"I will prove that it is not true!" he said out loud in his lonely chamber 

with a steely determination in his voice. He dressed and set out to defy 

what he had dreamt. 

Walking down the castle hallway he saw a maid servant bringing fresh 
!3rL«£ 2p> ~ML linen and a basket of sweet smelling herbs for lady Mildred's weekly 

y^m^Mm bath - 

gy "Good morning pretty lass!" Hugh said jumping from side to side, 
"I greeted the sun but the poor shiny thing was tired from the long 
journey that it had made through the night to arrive at morning. 
The maid who usually blushed and smiled at his jests just looked at 
jhim seriously. 

"Surely this cannot be happening!" thought Hugh as horror began to 
take hold of him. 
imWa ^^WME ci^JfejThis was the first time since he ran away from home that someone had 





mj not laughed at his jests. To see such a serious face after uttering 

m 

humorous words brought instant recollections of his parents' somber 
ways, and the experience to him was as bitter as vinegar. 
Greatly unnerved by that unpleasant experience he made his way to 
the great hall where he felt with great certainty that his admiring 
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Lyi that only he could provide. With feet moving to match the increasing 

$5 

^ intensity of his expectation he put on the only shield that he possessed 



yu to combat any emerging doubts... his smile. 

"Hugh!" called out the lord who was eating a simple fare of bread, 
cheese, and wine. "My heart rejoices at seeing such a worthy 
companion for my hours of leisure." 
^S^sV^jfl) "Indeed my lord," said the jester with the usual mischievous twinkle in 



" When the heart rejoices, 
Glee combats all choices, 
But a heart with too broad a smile, 
Cannot make greedy tears agile. 
For the sword of a tear is pain, 
And a jester makes it flee under his rain, 

If the moon is made out of cheese, 
Only the eyes of the well fed can it please, 
For when hunger and distance are united, 
The hope of a merry heart is blighted." 

Humor in verse was a favorite with the aristocracy, yet the lord 
stared at Hugh in a serious fashion. 
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The dream! It was true! 

"Oh unhappy fate!" screamed Hugh before he fainted and collapsed 
on the hard stone floor. The yellow rushes blended in with his blond 
hair while the lord's hunting dogs curiously sniffed the outrageous 
fellow who had dared to make a unicorn out of one of them. 
There was a groan, followed by the opening of two sad eyes. Eyes 
that perhaps have never known melancholy. The jester awoke in 
his chamber and saw the very same maid to whom he had jested 
that very morning. She was placing some bread and cheese on a 
small wooden table near his bed. 

At seeing him awake she said, " Lady Mildred told me to bring you | 
some food." 

Hugh desperately grabbed her by the arm as she gasped. 

"Please" he told her with a soft but fearful voice, " Tell me if you 

thought that what I said to you this morning was funny." 

She looked at him with mild pity in her eyes, then after a brief period 

of silence she said "No." 

That simple word wounded him more than any war wound that a 

knight could receive in the bloodiest battle. 







"But everything that I used to say made people laugh." he replied 

with a voice totally devoid of energy. 
"And what is a laugh?" asked the maid, "A laugh is as fleeting 
as youth. Why live for a flower that no longer has scent?" 
"You have been listening to too many troubadours." Hugh said 
cynically. 

"Perhaps." the maid said with a great air of dignity, "but 
listening is not as fleeting when what one listens to lives on in 

one's memory." 
"Laughter lives on in my memory." said Hugh. 
"Does laughter truly live on in your memory?" she asked, "or 
does it instead help to erase your memory?" 
At this Hugh sat up in his bed, his eyes glaring at her, 
"What do you mean by that?!" he said in a defensive tone. 
"It means that you can still remember why you need to always 

laugh." she said as she left the chamber of the dumbstruck jester. 



1 
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Hugh fell into a profound and prolonged state of melancholy. 
The dream that he had had, had robbed him of his dream of living 
for laughter. Feeling powerless to so anything he laid motionless 
like a sack of grain for days. 



The lord's banquets lost their appeal to those who came with the 
expectation of not only a hearty meal but a hearty laugh as well. 
Unable to tolerate and much less understand the situation any 
longer, the lord totally broke with protocol by showing up at the 
jester's humble chamber. 

"Hugh!" he said with a mixture of compassion and irritation at seeing 

the once joyful jester half dead upon his bed with scraps of food 

adorning the rushes below. 

"Hugh, if you keep up like this," the lord said while glancing at the 

decomposing remainders of many meals, "the vermin will have a 

feast tonight." 

"I hope they laugh at my jests." said Hugh in a final attempt to 

amuse, which sadly did not work for the lord remained somber. 

"Hugh! What has happened to you?" 

"Oh my lord! It's that cursed dream that I had." Hugh said almost 

in a sob, "That dream ruined my life." 

"What dream Hugh?" said the lord overwhelmed with curiosity. 

Hugh was silent for a moment before finally making the decision 

to share his dream. 
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^w^r S^JfiJ " I dreamt that I was home once more. My mother was sitting on 



g <> a chair peeling apples. She saw me and pointed her skinny finger 
at me while saying in a scolding voice, "Hugh! A bad boy you have 
been! No one shall ever laugh at you again until you see my face 
once more." 

Hugh looked at the lord with desperation, "But my lord, how can 
I return to such a gloomy home after so many years?! They never 
understood me!" 





"It seems that you have little choice in the matter. If I were you I 
would go. You are always welcome here. More so once youVe 

regained your gift for mirth." 
Hugh looked at him confused. 

"Well Hugh. A melancholic jester is of no use to me, or to anyone 
for that matter." 
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1, 



The day was starting and Hugh set out from his lord's castle on his 
horse, dreading already the end of his journey. His lute hung from 
\& his back though it promised little comfort on his journey. The birds' 
sweet springtime songs offered little joy to one who did not expect 
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any joy, and so after a considerable time traveling and singing at 
|yt crowded inns to pay for his bed and food, he arrived at that little 

village that until recently had only been a ghostly memory of 
vague importance. Familiar sites of his boyhood eyes brought 
unexpected feelings of nostalgia. He recognized most of the 

villagers, but none of them recognized him. 
It never occurred to any of them that the 



riding on a beautiful white horse was really 



Hugh the carpenter's son. As he approached 





his parents' home, he felt uneasy. He had left thirteen years ago. 

A penniless frustrated boy leaving on foot, and now at the age of 

twenty-six he was returning on horse, a well educated and gifted 



$j Hugh dismounted his horse and timidly approached the familiar 
old wooden door. He pressed his ear against the door that he had 



vowed to himself never to see again. 




Alfred, bring me some ale!" he heard the familiar voice of his 



Here father." replied a deep voice, totally different from the little 



boy's voice that had taunted Hugh on so many occasions. 
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$& The thought played on his mind like an amusing yet comforting 
revelation. A knock was heard by those who dwelt within. 
A woman with a weary face answered the door only to stare at a 
handsome young man who obviously was a troubadour of some 
sort. 



^ "Strange," the woman thought, "he resembles my husband in his 



drc Yet despite the resemblance, it never crossed her mind that this noble 
looking youth could be the disobedient son who had run away so 
many years ago. She sadly imagined him to be either dead, or 
roaming from tavern to tavern like her late brother Robert. 
Looking at the handsome youth she said, "I think you must be 
knocking at the wrong door Sir. We have no feasts here in which we 
could use your services." 

Tears flowed down Hugh's always tearless cheeks. 
Mother, perhaps you would do me the service of forgiving your 



runaway son. 



"G-D have mercy!" she cried as she realized at whose face she was 



staring. 
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There was a silent moment filled with the warmth of a long embrace. 2a 
Faces long accustomed to each others absence learned to look at one yj 

m 

another once more, and from this reacquaintance the ties of family 

were reborn. 

Hugh sat in the cozy cottage of his family. Alfred who used to 

ridicule him now viewed him with awe. Their father who had passed 

on the trade to Alfred proudly stared at the once lost son who 

appeared to be a well bred picture of himself. 

"So my boy, ? he said tenderly, " you have seen the world and 

learned much I see. Your parting grieved us greatly. I know that 
we were harsh with you, but we were worried about you. 
Well, anyhow those fears now appear to have been unfounded as 
you definitely have not followed in your uncle Robert's footsteps." 
"Things change in appearance as the time-glass runs father." said 
Hugh conscious of new truths. 



asked his mother with a sly look. 

"No. Though many ladies at my lord's castle have looked on me 
sweetly." 

Hugh was surprised to see his family stare at him with awe. 
6 A black sheep no longer." he thought. 





24 



TTo: 



a&7 



^A Hugh never recalled hearing in his voice before, "Play and sing 
something for us!" 

A young woman entered the room with a chubby baby that 
clapped in glee at hearing the music. After singing several ballads 
he pulled out his jester's hat and delighted in seeing how the somber 
cottage of his boyhood filled with laughter. His family did 
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Hugh said farewell to his family after a long stay. He promised to 
visit often, a promise which he faithfully kept. Back at the lord's 
castle Hugh was funnier than ever. He and Lady Mildred's maid 
li^%£SFjv\ J u ^ a grew to love each other and eventually married. Three sons 
and a daughter were the sweet fruit of their happy union. 
L* The jester's children were just as jolly as their father, and when 
they visited Uncle Alfred and their grandparents, they would join 
their cousin Adam in turning the small house upside down. 

A happy lord Beaumont enjoyed a reborn jester who had learned 

from his woe that laughter cannot be founded on the sorrow of 

others. 
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"The Homesick Page" 



Written August 2009 



England 1215 
"Must the petals of a flower be blown away before it can fully 
bloom?" asked lady Margaret as she embraced her seven year old 
son Daniel. 

Her ladies witnessed the heart breaking scene in silence. They had 
seen him grow throughout the years. Years that seem to have 
passed by as quickly as the wind on a stormy day. They had 
pampered him as a prince, for he was the only son of his noble 
father the Earl of Essex, and now the golden boy of their isolated 
aristocratic world would soon part. The child tried not to cry, he 
tried to emulate the stoic nature of the knight that his father 

expected him to be one day, but it was inevitable that a tear should 
bathe the tender cheek of the small boy who soon would be deprived 
of his mother's care. 

"Daniel my boy. I need you to be strong." said his mother trying to 
hold back her own tears. 

"Remember, your name means "G-D is my Judge", so you must 
accept G-D ? s fate for you. You are destined for greatness. Take joy 
in who you are." 
j 'I will try mother." said the small voice. 
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Those words said with uncertainty seemed to be sufficient for her. 
Daniel's mother knew the hard life that awaited him. To be born 



noble was to be born into a world of spears and swords. So she 
granted her son the usually prohibited luxury of tears, knowing 
perhaps that despite any wounds that he may obtain as a man in 
battle, none would surpass this his first wound, caused by the 



battle against change and against destiny. 



One of his mother's ladies tried to break the melancholy of the 
moment by telling Daniel about all the great adventures that he 



would have. 



"Just think." she said, trying to portray an abundance of enthusiasm 
in her soft voice, "There will be other boys to befriend, and together 
you can spend your days in sword play, or riding a wooden hobby 
horse and tilting at the quintain, and knowing you, you'll outdo 



them all." she said as she kissed his wet cheek. 



Daniel's mother looked at her beautiful son , her miracle child. 



So many of her noble lady friends had lost a child to illness. How 
fortunate she was to have this handsome boy who had survived 



■asm 



against all the odds! The midwives that had been present at Daniel's 
birth had commented on how small and fragile looking he had been. 
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She could recall her great fear of losing him during his first years 
of life when most children seem to succumb more readily to death's 
lure, but here was her boy at the age of seven ready to become a 



page. 



"Should I still fear for his safety?" she thought to herself. 

A sigh from her mouth was her only reply, for she knew that worrying 



would always be a mother's lot. 



There was little time left for Daniel to bask in the comfort of familiar 



surroundings. Soon Daniel's uncle would be coming to escort him 
to his castle where he will live until he becomes a knight. 
Distant events are awaited with anxiety precisely because they seem 
so far away, and expectation seldom likes to be subjected to the trials 
of patience. So Daniel's mother anticipated her son's return as a 
knight perhaps too impatiently, and with a mixture of joy and 
inevitable worry. Steps resounding with vigor echoed outside the 
chamber. It was not long before the door flung open and a man 
stood in the entrance of the crowded yet somber chamber, staring at 
the faces that gazed upon him with their poorly disguised sadness as 



the boisterous man said with an almost shocking irreverence for the 



pain of those who surrounded him, 



s#* 
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"How is a young knight to sail on his way on a sea of wet faces?! 

Sorrow is not a good wet-nurse for manhood!" 

Silence, and the exchanging of glances among the women, were the 

only reactions to the jovial but stoic knight who preached a warrior's 

philosophy. 
"Good brother," said Daniel's mother to her brother Anthony, "the 

tree trunk becomes sturdy with the years." 

Then turning to her son she said, "Go on boy, greet your uncle who 
has not beheld your face since you were a babe." 
The boy with a mixture of timidity and curiosity approached the huge 
man who would be his guardian for the next years of his life. 
Lord Anthony held out two huge arms, that despite their menacing 
appearance seemed to emanate a rough tenderness. 
"What a fine handsome boy!" he said with undeniable pride as he 
warmly embraced his favorite sister's son. 
"Uncle Anthony, will I be able to fight in a battle soon?" Daniel 
asked thinking of the glories of knighthood. 
At this, genuine laughter blossomed in the chamber, and for that 
brief period of time grief found itself defeated by the enthusiastic 
innocence of a child's comment. 
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"A rose cannot beautify before it blooms young Daniel." was his 

uncle's reply. 
"Mother says that I will be a great knight!" responded the child 



with unwavering certainty. 



His tears had already long dried as he thought of the world that his 



uncle was about to open up to him. 



"Well young Daniel," said his uncle giving him a wink, "part of 
greatness is the desire to be great." 
The small boy looked at him in confusion as if he had just heard 



a riddle. 

"Time will help you understand." his uncle said more softly, and 
with a big pat on the boy's small back he told Daniel, 
"Let's be on our way." 




''msfr. 



Daniel rode with his uncle on his regal warhorse. His small eyes 
beheld the dark green of seemingly never ending forests with the 
occasional village in view. Some of the bolder peasant children at 



34 



seeing a child of their own age would try to get a closer glimpse of 
Daniel, forgetting the great social division created by rank. 
Daniel looked at the small boys dressed in their dirty and worn out 
tunics. One of them was even barefoot, and it was this one that 



seemed for some reason bolder than the rest. 



Daniel did not know what to make of their appearance. Why were 
they so dirty? At his tender age he only had the most vague 
understanding of how profoundly social rank could affect one's life. 
He had heard so many times people tell him tell that he was the son 
of a noble earl, that he was well born, but his child's mind did not 
understand that privileges stick to nobility like bees stick to honey. 
"Uncle Anthony, why are those boys so dirty?" he said pointing a 
small finger to the peasant boys who at seeing themselves pointed at 
had already began to distance themselves from the passing nobles. 
"They are peasant children, best not look at them for they are 
low born." said his uncle with a haughty tone that strangely 
saddened Daniel. 



"How horrible must their lot be!" said Daniel. 



'Their lot is to work as it is our lot to lead and to rule. What is 



meant to be cannot be changed." replied his uncle sounding 



almost irritated. 
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Daniel remained silent as the peasant boys silently returned to their 
village, grateful to have at last seen something different to liven up 



the monotony of their days. 




Several days had passed when Daniel beheld a great castle. 
Near the castle he saw people poorly clad toiling in the fields. Even 
at his young age he could detect a look of determination yet 
hopelessness on their worn out faces. 

"This is my home Daniel." said lord Anthony gazing lovingly at 
the castle as if it were a prized jewel. 

The castle was just as big as Daniel's or maybe even bigger. As quick 
as the blink of an eye the gatehouse let down it's drawbridge, and 
uncle and nephew passed joyfully over the shiny moat water that 
seemed to sparkle in the sunlight. As soon as they entered the castle 
three grooms came to take the horses to the stables. One of them 
Rufus was quite friendly. His head was as red as fire, and he perhaps 
being too liberal in his speech started to talk to Daniel, who still 



feeling strange in his new surroundings welcomed any diversion 



however brief. Rufus was about nine years older than Daniel and 



seemed to know everything about horses. 



"My father is in charge of the stable. I've been around horses since 
I was a babe." he proudly told Daniel, "I am held in much esteem 
by the lord's family. I always get the palfrey ready for lady Mary 



when she goes hawking ." 



"Lady Mary?" asked Daniel confused, "is not my aunt Lady Julia?" 
"Lady Mary is lord Anthony's daughter. As fair as a sunflower bathed 
in light she is." said Rufus with a hint of sadness in his voice which 



w*m: 



further confused Daniel. 



He had never heard about this cousin , although he was aware of the 
birth of his uncle's son three years ago and still recalled the joy that it 
had brought to the whole family. The boy had been called William 
and carried all of his father's hopes in much the same way that 
Daniel carried all of his father's hopes by being the only son. 
"How old is my cousin Mary?" Daniel asked Rufus when suddenly 
he saw the lovely face of a young girl no more than fifteen staring 
out the window of the great hall. The girl seemed to be staring 
straight at Rufus who briefly exchanged a tender glance with 
her. He pointed to the lovely face and told Daniel, 
" There she is. That angelic face has only seen the blooming of 
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fifteen springs." 

Daniel quickly waved at her, who in turn blushed and left the window. 
Rufus sighed, and after staring at the empty window turned to Daniel, 
"Forgive me. I must attend to my work." 

Daniel stood alone near the stable, looking at the buildings within the 
castle. 

"Daniel!" his uncle called out, "come and meet your family." 
The young boy, while trying to maintain a noble bearing, entered the 
Great Hall and was led to the solar where his aunt, in much the same 
way that his own mother does, sat embroidering while her daughter 
Mary, as if in a trance, listened to a ballad being sung by a troubadour 
whose job it was to entertain the ladies of the household. 
A small boy with a wooden horse ran in circles giggling while his 
wet-nurse laughed at the amusing spectacle. 

Lord Anthony ran up to the boy and swooped him up in the air, giving 
him a kiss on his rosy cheek. 

"Daniel" he said with pride, "this is my son and heir, your cousin 
William." 

"Me William! Me William!" shouted the little boy much to the delight 
of his father, who seemed to live only for his son. 
"I ? m your aunt Julia, please come closer." said the soft voice of 
Lady Julia who had now ceased to embroider. 



"Such a beautiful boy/ she said as she observed Daniel, "How hard 
it must have been for your mother to let you go." 
At the mention of his mother Daniel found his face wet with tears. 
"Oh, come here sweet lamb," said his aunt as she embraced him, 
"your mother is going to be so proud of you! She will no doubt come 
for the holiday season, and so have the joy of looking upon you again." 
Lady Mary, who with her gentle nature could not bear to see anyone 
sad, tried to amuse her little cousin. 

"Rufus says that you are as fair as a sunflower bathed in light." he 
whispered into her ear as she blushed once more. 
William came running toward Daniel and dropped his wooden horse. 
"Give it to William Mary!" said her little brother in an imperious 
tone of voice. 
"This one will lead an army of knights one day." said his doting 

father. The scene brought to his mind a saying that 
he had heard his mother say often, "Sons are like 
gold to their fathers." 
| Daniel felt pity for all daughters, and was quite 
glad to have been born a boy. 
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Daniel was soon introduced to the man who was responsible for 
teaching the pages to fight. His name was John. Glancing to his 

side he saw four boys his age charging at each other with wooden 

swords and shields. 

One of them, at having knocked his opponent on the grass raised up 

his small arms triumphantly with wooden sword still in hand, reveling 

in his victory. 

"Good work Sulien."said an approving John as the defeated boy 

lifted himself from the ground ,and could do no more other than rub 

his bruised buttocks. 

Daniel did not know it at the time, but Sulien would become his best 

friend. John led Daniel closer to the small group of would be knights. 

"Lads, this is Daniel, lord Anthony's nephew." 

"Hello Daniel." answered a chorus of small voices. 

"Hello. I hope that we will all be good friends." said Daniel as the 
boys surrounded him and patted him affectionately on his shoulders. 

Daniel looked at Sulien, "You are quite good with a sword. I would 

like to learn from you." 
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Sulien was pleased that the lord's nephew should wish to befriend 
him, and was also touched by the admiration which Daniel appeared 
to show for his skill. 
"It would be a pleasure." he said as he took a chivalrous bow. 




Daniel lay awake recalling the events of his day. It had been a good 
day, filled with memorable events. He had made new friends, and 
had proudly served his uncle and aunt in the Great Hall while 
song and wine overflowed amidst the vibrant flames of torches 
that had glowed on the faces of those that had been present. 
Daniel had served his uncle a meat pie, and had filled his goblet with 
dark sweet wine. This was part of his training as a page, learning 
manners and how to serve a lord. Everything seemed to be perfect 
at that moment, as his new position brought him a great sense of 
self-worth, yet in such a short span of time his joy seems to have gone 
with the day. Nighttime left him longing for his mother, and for her 
ladies in waiting who used to dote on him. 

He was used to not seeing his father frequently, as he was always 
either with the king or supervising his fiefs. The times that his 
father was home though, he would play with Daniel and teach 
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him about letters. In a world where swords seem to hold all the power, 
few men, even those of noble birth, bothered to learn how to read or 
write. Many a noble lord had gone from cradle to grave without 
knowing how their name 
looked on parchment. 
Daniel's father was different. 
He wished for his only son 
to master letters as well as a 
sword. His father had carefully planned his training as a page, and now 
Daniel, the new page, carefully recalled those days at home that already 
seemed as distant as the stars, and so he dinged to their memory as the 
stars cling to the night. The reality was that Daniel was homesick. 
If the other pages suffered, at least occasionally, from homesickness 
they certainly showed no sign of it. This made Daniel feel a bit irritable 
with himself , for he was supposed to be a valiant knight, and tears are 
not a good adornment on a knight's face. The frustrated boy turned 
in his bed and resigned himself to an uneasy but welcome sleep. 




Morning broke through the castle like a trumpet breaks through a 
silent battlefield after the fighting has long ceased. 
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First the family went to the chapel, then to a simple meal of bread 
and cheese, with wine being the sole luxury of the early morning hours. 
Daniel then began his fighting lessons with John. The other pages tried 

to go easy on him for they knew that he 
was still a novice with the sword. Daniel 
tried to show enthusiasm for his lessons, 
but what is feigned is always but a ghost 
of what it seeks to portray, and everyone 
could notice that something was bothering Daniel. 
"Daniel. 11 said Sulien as he put a friendly arm around Daniel, 
"What ails you? You do not seem as jolly as you should be." 
Daniel hesitated for a bit wondering if he should confide his dilemma 
to his new yet thoughtful friend. 

" I miss my home. I miss my mother. Sometimes Sulien, I wish I were 
a second son. Perhaps then I could have stayed home." 
Sulien stared at him in confusion. Slowly however his gaze grew more 
tender and he sighed. 

"You know not what you say Daniel. Why on earth would you want to 
be a second son? To see your older brother get everything that belongs 
to your father while you are left to beg and make your own way 
in the world? I should know, I am a second son!" 
"You?!!" said Daniel in shock. 



"Yes, and that did not stop my father from sending me away. It makes 
him do so quicker. You see, the sooner I become a knight, the sooner I 
can make my way in this world." 

"But you are so good with a sword!" said Daniel feeling sad for Sulien. 
"I had better be, for by becoming a good fighter I can make my fortune 
in tournaments 
and in battle, just 
like William 
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Marshal who was 

his father's 

youngest son, and who is now rich and famous. Why, even in his old 

age he fights like ten men!" 

Daniel had heard about William Marshal on countless occasions. 

How in his seventies he had still fought in battles, and how he was 

admired for his loyalty. 

"For you it's easy Daniel. After you are knighted you go home to your 

castle which will one day belong to you. I don't have a home really. 
After I'm knighted I have to find a rich lord who will employ me." 
Daniel realized how foolish he had been in lamenting on his more 
fortuitous lot when he should be grateful. 
He embraced his friend who now was the one that seemed sad. 
"Perhaps I will employ you Sulien." said Daniel, as Sulien smiled 

considering the possibility. 



11 Perhaps one day you will employ me, but today it is I who will teach 
you to fight! ff and with those words he suddenly brought down his 
wooden sword on Daniel who quickly grabbed his own sword and fought 
back. In a knight's world, swords unite friends just as they divide 
enemies. 





Rufus was a good friend to Daniel, but Daniel did not understand 
certain things. Why did his cousin Mary cry every time her mother 
commented that it was getting close to the time when she should marry? 
Why did Rufus look so melancholy whenever Mary's name was 

mentioned? And why did he frequently see 

\ A I 

I hidden away in the apple orchard Rufus and 

| Mary holding hands? 

| Daniel may have been too young to know 
anything about love, but he did know enough 
to know that if he told anyone what he saw, tragedy would befall his 
bold friend and his fair cousin. He would forever wonder afterwards if 
he had done the right thing when a shriek was heard from the Great Hall 
several days later. Lady Julia was on the verge of collapsing 
on the floor, while lord Anthony bore a fierce look on his face that was 
frightful to behold. 
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Mary had not been seen in two days and apparently neither had Rufus. 
Rufus ? father was embarrassed and distraught, and greatly feared that 
lord Anthony would take vengeance on him. 

"How could she?!" shrieked lady Julia, "How could she run off with a 
low born groom? Such a thing is unheard of except in..." she paused, 
eying the unfortunate troubadour who happened to be in the Great Hall, 
"love ballads!" she screamed. 
"It's not my fault." pleaded the troubadour. 

"She could have had any knight, why a stable groom?" said lord Anthony 
not wanting to believe what was occurring. 
"It must be because she loves him." said Daniel in a soft voice. 
"You knew?!" asked his aunt. 

Daniel grew afraid, "Not really. I saw them holding hands, that was all." 
"You should have told us!" she said angrily. "How will she live? This 
boy has no craft in order to earn money, he only knows how to tend 
horses." 

"Well let him tend Mary as he tended her 
palfrey. She is disowned!" said lord 
Anthony, not daring to realize the PL ^^ 

implication of his severe sentence. 
"But she is our daughter Anthony!" said 
Lady Julia sobbing. 
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"Was." responded her husband laconically and stoically, "Thank G-D 
that we have William. 

"You have brought a great disservice to your family Daniel," said Lady 

Julia unable to control her grief, " I think it were best if you returned 

to your parents/ 

Daniel could not believe his ears. He was being banished from his uncle's 
home! How would he explain this to his mother? To Sulien? 
Unable to withstand the shame he ran out of the Great Hall, lord 
Anthony obviously shared his wife's sentiments as he made no effort to 

impede Daniel's departure. 




A week later Daniel was home. His mother never scolded him for aiding 
his cousin's romance with his silence. Perhaps she was secretly glad 
that all this had occurred, now that she had her boy back. 
Daniel was told by one of his mother's ladies that his mother had 
convinced his father to train him in his own household, something which 
was highly unusual at the time. 

So Daniel was trained in his own house, and insisted that Sulien be sent 
as a page to keep him company. Sulien' s father who only cared about his 
son learning to fight, agreed to anyone willing to have him. 
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So Daniel and Sulien grew up together and were almost like brothers. 
As the years passed Daniel became an earl and Sulien a knight. 
Daniel kept his promise and gave him a place in his household, and 
sure enough Sulien became a great jousting champion as well. 
However lord Daniel was forever intrigued about his cousin's fate 
and made inquiries about her, for he knew that her parents never saw 
her again. Word came to him from the peasants that there was a lovely 
farmer's wife who claimed to be a lord's daughter. What was so 
remarkable about her was that she knew how to read, something 
absolutely unheard of among the female peasant population. 
"It has to be her." Daniel told Sulien with excitement. He did not delay 
in paying this farmer's wife a visit. 
As Daniel saw her face he stared at her in awe, 
"Is it possible," he thought, "that years of toil 
could preserve such a beautiful face?" 
She had not changed. She was older, yes, but 
just as beautiful. Rufus, still recognizable by 
his red hair, seemed to have aged little as well despite the hardship 
that was the price of their bliss. 

"Perhaps love is the best elixir of youth." thought Daniel. 
As he approached Mary who tended to five children, he asked himself 
if she would recognize him. 
i "Mary?" he softly said. 




Mary looked at the well dressed noble, and though Daniel had been 
only a small boy when she had left her home, his look, his smile, as if 

frozen through time looked the same. 

"Daniel?" she said cautiously as if trying to warn herself not to believe in 

the improbable. 

"It's me fair cousin." he said as he embraced her. 

Rufus quickly came to greet his old friend. 

"I have much to thank you for." said Rufus, "I owe all that I have to 

your silence." 

"My silence banished me from my uncle's household." said Daniel 
without the slightest rancor. 

This time it was Mary and Rufus who were silent. 

"Forgive us." said Mary, "We never knew that father would go to 

that extreme. Does he still live?" 

"I heard mother grieve when he died in battle two years ago, but your 

mother and your brother lord William still live." 

"I wish that I could see them. William especially, as he was only a babe 

the last time that I saw him, but my place is here with Rufus. I will not 

jeopardize what we have trying to resurrect a past that has no future." 

"So be it. I will only tell mother that I have seen you. Be at ease, she 

will not tell anyone." 




11 Visit us if you can." said Rufus. 
"I will." said Daniel, "G-D be with you all." 
There they stood watching him leave. They knew that he was returning 
to his castle while they only had a small cottage. Yet they also knew that 
few experienced the joy that they had. 

A joy that would never have existed if not for the silence long ago of 
a homesick page. 



